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THE 


Laſs at the Brow of the Hill. 


Tune — bo has e er been at Baldoct, &c. 


AT the brow of a hill a fair Shepherdeſs dwelt, 

Who the pangs of ambition, or love, neter had felt; 
And this ſober maxim ſtill ran in her head, 

© Twas better to earn, efer ſhe eat, her brown bread.” 


Young Colin, that lived in the valley below, 

Who at church and at market was reckon*d a beau, 
Would oftentimes try ofer her heatt to prevail, 
And would reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale. 


With his winning addreſs he ſo wrought on her heart, 
That, quite artleſs herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art; 

Then fatter'd, proteſted---he kneelfd, and implord ; 
And would lie with the grandeur and air of a lord. 


Her eyes he commended, with language well dreſt, 
And enlarg*d on the tortures he felt in his breaſt ; 

With his ſighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 
That, in downright compaſſion, to love ſhe inclin'd. 


But, ſoon as he melted the ice in her breaſt, 
The heat of his flame in a moment decreas*d ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
And boaſts of his conqueſt to Suſan and Nell. 


Though he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt; 
Then take heed, ye young maidens of Britain's fair iſle, 
How ye venture your hearts for a look and a ſmile, 


Young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 

And you'#ll find a falſe” Colin in every vale, 

Who to court you and tempt you will ſhew all their ſkill ; 
But remember the Laſs at the Brow of the Hill. 


